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Once there was a little boy named Collins. He 
lived on a farm, a little farm, but a pretty one. 


Round the yard grew a lilac hedge. Across the 
road was Mr. Jansen’s oat field. And beyond the oat 
field was the big woods. 

Rabbit lived in the big woods. Pheasants lived 


there, too, if you were lucky enough to see them. 


Collins had a little garden of his own. 


One day he called his father. “Look!” he cried. 
“Something’s up in my garden.” 


“That is lettuce,” said Father. “Mine is up, too, 
and Rabbit has eaten some of it. That Rabbit!” 


“He is my friend,’ said Collins. 


“Then tell him to stay in the big woods,” said 


Father. But Rabbit did not stay in the big woods. 


Every night when it was almost dark he came 
to see how the garden grew. 


“Rabbit,” said Collins, “you must not eat 


Father’s garden. I will plant a row of vegetables 


just for you.” 


So Collins planted carrots, beans, peas, and lettuce 


just for Rabbit. 


Collins put the seeds in the soft black earth. He 
covered them with dirt and patted it down. Now the 
rain would not wash the seeds away. 

Rabbit watched him and nibbled Father's lettuce. 

“You wait!” said Collins. “Soon you will have 
a row of your own.” 


Rain fell on the seeds. 
The sun warmed the earth. 
The seeds swelled up and little shoots came up 


through the ground. 

These little shoots lived on food that was stored 
up in the seeds. 

Soon the food in the seeds was gone. Roots grew 


down to reach food which is in the soil. 


“That Rabbit!” said Father, when he saw his 
garden. 


‘ “Never mind,” said Collins. 
a row of his own.” 


“Soon he will have 


“Let him stay in the big woods,” said Father. 
“He will not know one row from another.” 


Rabbit’s row grew and grew. 


Water and minerals went up through the roots 
and the stems to the leaves. Then, with the help of 
the sun, the leaves made starch and sugar to feed the 
growing plants. 

“These leaves are like little factories,” said Father. 


“A green plant cannot live without its leaves.” 


The garden grew and grew. 


Rabbit came every night. He ate the leaves of 
lettuce. He ate the big yellow roots of carrots. He ate 
the seed pods on the peas. 


Rabbit grew and grew, too. And he did not know 
one row from the other. 


One day Father saw Rabbit in his carrot patch. 
He ran after him and chased him through the lilac 


hedge. 
“You Rabbit!” said Father. “You stay in the 


big woods.” 


Days went by. Collins did not see Rabbit at all. 
Father was pleased, but Collins was sad. Rabbit was 
his friend. 

One day late in the summer Mother said, “Black- 
berries are ripe at the edge of the woods.” 

“Shall I go pick some for a pie?” said Collins. 

“Yes,” said Mother, “Here's your berry pail and 
here’s a kiss. Run along, but don't go too far into the 
big woods.” 


So Collins took the berry pail and the kiss, and 


off he went. 


First he crossed the road, looking carefully both 


ways to make sure no cars or trucks or hayracks were | 


coming. 


Next he tramped across Mr. Jansen’s oat field, 
hot and rough where the oats had been cut. 


Then he squeezed under the barbed-wire fence. 


And there he was, at last, at the edge of the big 
woods, 


Two crows scolded him from the top of a tall tree. 
Collins climbed upon an old stump. He waved his 


arms. ‘Caw! Caw!” he said. “I'm a crow myself.” 


Then he saw the blackberries, dark and ripe. He 


jumped to the ground. 
Plup! went each fat berry as it slipped neatly from 


its greenish white stem. 
- Pling! went each fat berry as it bounced men 


into the tin berry pail. , 
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Sometimes there wasn’t any Pling, because the 
berry went into Collins’ mouth. 

The pail grew heavy and the sun was hot. 

Then Collins saw the brook dancing in the sun. 
Down the slope he raced. He pulled off his shoes and 


socks and waded in the cool water. 
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Finally he went back to get his De Pail 


“I have enough berries for the biggest pie in the 
world,” said Collins. 


Suddenly he heard a rustle behind 1 him. 


Out of the bushes marched five baby pheasants. - 


They were going for a walk by themselves. 
“Look at that,” breathed Collins. “They haven't 


even grown their tail-feathers!” 


Collins picked up his berry pail and followed the 
pheasants into the woods. 

Baby pheasants can run fast. 

In a few minutes Collins was deep in the big 
woods. He was too tired to take another step. 


He threw himself down on some soft moss under 


a big tree and soon he was fast asleep. 
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When he opened his eyes the sun was dow 


No crows were scolding now 


still. 


Collins looked around for his berry pail. 

He took a few steps one way. Then he took a few 
steps another way. But he really did not know which 
way to go. Down he sat again under his big tree. 

He was not afraid. There was nothing to be afraid 
of at all. He had lost his way, but he himself was not 
lost. Collins knew exactly where he was. He was in 
the big woods beyond Mr. Jansen’s oat field which was 
across the road from the little farmhouse where he 
lived. That’s where he was, all right. 

Collins thought of the blackberry pie Mother was 
going to make. Then he thought of other good things 
to eat. Oatmeal in the winter time. And thick vegetable 


soup. And thin strips of raw crispy carrots. 
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“Hello,” said Collins. “I have missed you. Why 


don’t you come to the garden any more? Have you 
found a different carrot patch?” 
Rabbit dropped one ear forward. 


“If you have, I wish you'd show it to me. I’m \ 


\ awfully hungry,” said Collins. 
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Rabbit started off with long hops. 
“Wait for me!” said Collins. He snatched up his 
berry pail. 


Away went Rabbit. It was hard work for Collins 
to keep up with him. He snagged his shirt on a barbed: 
wire fence. He left the woods behind. He stumbled 
over a big rough field. 


Then Rabbit streaked across a wide road, and, sure 


enough, went straight to work in a fine big carrot 


patch. 
Collins stared at the row next to Rabbit. [t was 


a little row of carrots, beans, peas, and lettuce. 
“Why!” said Collins. “It's your own garden! I 
planted it for you, myself. You've brought me home, 


Rabbit!” 


The door of the little farmhouse opened wide. 
There stood Father and Mother. 

Collins ran into Mother’s arms. “I went too far,” 
- said Collins, “but I wasn't lost. Rabbit brought me 
home again.” 

Then Father saw Rabbit in the carrot patch. 

Rabbit still did not know one row from another. 

“That Rabbit,” said Father, softly. 

“He's my friend,” said Collins. 

“He's my friend, too,” said Father. 
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Collins gave Mother the berry pail. Then Father 


and Mother and Collins all went into the little farm- 
house together for supper. 

Rabbit must have heard what Father said. For he 
moved from the big woods into the lilac hedge and 


has lived there ever since. 
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